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Demeanor 

HE QUALITY of courtesy is not strained. 
It is a gift from heaven. Only few 
have guarded it as precious, and so it seems 
to persist only as a 
monopoly controlled by 
the minority. Acquired 
politeness is so dearly 
gained that it does not 
flourish to any large ex- 
tent, and the incidence 

of it is negligible. 

Constrained civility 
is like poor wine. It 
deceives nobody. So 
unfavorably is it regarded that it hardly 
attains classification. Perhaps no coun- 
terfeit sooner finds itself completely neg- 
lected. 

There is always effort made in every 
neighborhood to divorce politeness from 
kindness. The effort always fails. It col- 
lapses of its own artificiality. When Mrs. 
Haughty seems to unbend sufficiently to bid 
many of the ‘‘townspeople’’ to her large 
and showy reception, say, once a year or 
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less often, the event conveys nothing of 
what its author intends to have it convey. 
It serves merely to dismiss all obligation 
on the part of Mrs. Haughty’s equipment 
to disseminate human geniality where it is 
reasonably expected. 

If politeness is anything at all, it is like 
kindness; it is pragmatic. It works. It 
would never work with anybody while it 
stands as the mere semblance of convention, 
the rouge and powder of an unhealthy 
countenance, the palaver of an empty head 
and an emptier heart. 

No; demeanor depicts character. Po- 
liteness is the working grace of a good and 
kind heart—the heart that sometimes for- 
gets its own and goes out to others. But 
to this end one must be intelligently and 
gently disposed in order to exchange view- 
point. What is more friendly than intelli- 
gence and gentleness? When they go to- 
gether, true courtesy is the outcome. 

And it follows, as the night the day, that 
these royal attributes innate in royal types 
of humankind are the indispensable char- 
acteristics of royal demeanor. 




















Belle—You would make any girl happy, Jack. 


Jack—Me? Why? 


Belle—Well, marriage is a game of chance, and you are such a good loser. 





Brief Decisions 
OST of us can appreciate the stra- 
tegic value of a retreat without any 
explanations from the military experts. 


Some people don’t get things coming 
their way until it is too late for them to 
get out of the way. 


Clothes do not make the man, but they 
often fool the fellow who is wearing them. 


A luxury is something the other fellow 
thinks we don’t know he can’t afford. 


He is indeed a clever mathematician who 
can square a domestic triangle. 


Even the man who is always kicking at 
nothing occasionally hits it. 


The man who thinks that all women are 
alike is hopelessly married. 


A woman must be charming indeed to 
win praise from her sex. 

















HE OWNER of the house at 453 Eden 
Avenue looked up with a little sigh 
when his tenant came in. She was the 
fourth of his tenants who 
had come in that morn- 
ing obsessed with the 
idea that the spring of 
the year made it impera- 
tively necessary that 
there should be ‘‘re- 
pairs’’ in their flats or 
houses. He wondered to 
what extent he would be 
‘‘stung’’ by the tenant 
from Eden Avenue. It was a relief to have 
her say that she had come to ask for but ‘‘a 
few slight repairs.’’ 

“I’m not one of the fussy kind who are 
always wanting something done, as you 
know,’’ she said. ‘‘We have lived in your 
house nearly three months and have done a 
good many little things ourselves that other 
tenants would have asked you to do. I 
have put a number of extra hooks in the 
bathroom myself and oiled half a dozen 
creaking doors, and my husband has fixed 
a lock that would not work and made sev- 
eral doors stop sticking and things like that 











“A FEW LITTLE CHANGES” 


By J. L. HARBOUR 


without coming to you at all. But now, 
while I am housecleaning, I want a few lit- 
tle things done that we can’t do ourselves 
or I wouldn’t trouble you. In 
the first place—let me see.’’ 

Here she drew a ‘‘list’’ from 
her handbag that caused the 
heart of the landlord to drop to 
as near his boots as it was pos- 
sible for it to drop. 

“*‘To begin with, the bath- 
room ceiling needs whitening 
and the floor needs going over 
with oil, and it would do no 
harm if the walls had a fresh 
coat of paint. Then the din- 
ing-room paper should be 
changed and the floor gone over, 
and the kitchen range needs a 
new lining, and I want to know 
if you wouldn’t be willing to 
put in a new range of the kind 
that has the oil stove and the 
coal range allin one. My sis- 
ter has one, and it’s so much 
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When you dismount to pick up your whip and try to mount again 


more convenient than having the two ranges 
separate. The kitchen woodwork needs go- 
ing over and new linoleum is needed on the 
floor and the window shades are very shabby. 
Indeed, they are that all over the house. 
And I want to know if you would be willing 
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You've caught a stringful, and I haven’t caught one! "” 


‘* Mebbe your maw don’t give ye Hail Columbia when you go home without any.’’ 


to cut a door between two of the bedrooms, 
the one next to mine. My little boy sleeps 
in the room next to mine, and he wakes up 

in the night and is afraid, 


YN. aa and I have to go to him. 

| fn e—.2 If there was a door be- 
4a.’ “tween the two rooms, I 
“\\) A could just call out to 
2b him, and he would keep 

> fo still. And couldn’t you 


Bie a put in these new kind of 
° P lf \ Po window screens that slide 

meee right down into the wall 

and you can raise to any 

height and bring the window right down to 
them? My cousin has them in her house, 
and they are so much nicer than the old 
kind. I’d like to have new paper on the 
front hall and in the guest room, and I 
want to know if you would be willing to 
take that ugly stained-glass window out of 
the dining-room and put in a window of 
clear glass. I detest cheap stained glass, 
and I think that any kind of stained glass 
‘is out of place in a private house. And 
could you have new screen doors made and 
a little place built in the back entry for the 
refrigerator? There is a little closet that 
could be torn out and a refrigerator could 
go into a nice little alcove. I believe that 


is about all—just a few little changes that 
I think you ought to be willing to make, 
considering that we have been in the house 


nearly three months and have done so much 
ourselves. Only yesterday my husband put 
in a new washer in a bathroom faucet. 
Now, when can you send the men around to 
make these little changes?’’ 
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Responsibility 
T’S UP to you! Though luck, in each 
existence, ” 
Is something that you cannot disregard, 
It doesn’t count much in the long, long 
distance 
That you must travel for your 
reward. 
Luck helps—of course—and they are blind 
who doubi it; 
But it’s yourself that has to bring you 
through. 
It’s your own life, and with luck or with- 
out it, 
It’s up to you! 


life’s 


It’s up to you! Nobody else can make it, 
Nobody else can fashion your career; 
And if you build it up, or if you break it, 
Your own responsibility is clear. 
It isn’t fate or fortune or your neighbor 
That brings success or failure to your 
view; 
You rise or fall by your own brains and 
labor. 
It’s up to you! —Berton Braley. 
A Hug Handicap 
Biondine—I wish Percival wouldn’t wear 
a fountain pen in his breast pocket. 
Brunetta—Why? 
Blondine—I am continually running the 
point into my ear. 


Safety First 


Hokus—Closefist claims that when char- 
ity is needed, he is always the first to put 
his hand in his pocket. 

Pokus—Yes; and he keeps it there ‘iil 
the danger is over. 











=a 0g 

¢ ——_ 
Pa 

ene 


a WM. AlliSork 








“*"WIRE 


oe oe i 











Teacher—Harold, you've failed in every question in geography this morning. 
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Don’t you study your lessons > 
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Harold—No'm. | heard 


you say t'other day dat de map o’ de world would be changed by de war, so | thought I'd wait till it’s all settled. 


In the Louis Quatorze Manner 
OW DELICATE is French humor, also 
English wit! 
Listen: When Charles II. was King of 
England and Louis XIV. ruled France, that 
courtly gentleman, Lord Stair, whose father 








PAUL GOLD 


FROM A BEST SELLER 
** She was tall and dark, with a splendid carriage.’’ 





had been the British ambassador to France 
under Louis XIII., paid a visit to Paris. It 
was generally remarked at the time that 
Louis and Stair bore quite a striking re- 
semblance to each other. 

‘“‘Ah, my Lord Stair,’’ said the King, 
with Gallic naivete, ‘‘they say we look 
much alike. Was your mother ever at my 
father’s court?’’ 

‘“‘No, your majesty,’’ responded Lord 
Stair, with British artlessness; ‘‘no, but 
my father was.’’ 


In Politics 

Flubdub—How is Flubber’s 
candidacy coming on? 

Political boss—Oh, he’s out of 
the race. 

Flubdub—Why, he hasn’t said 
anything to me about it. 

Political boss—No, he doesn’t 
know it yet. 


The Point of View 


Newlywed—My wife says I 
am one man in a thousand. 

Singletton—Gee! What a 
hopeless minority ! 


A Paradox of Power 
WOMAN’S kingdom lies about her feet, 
Yet reaches to earth’s bounds in arc 
-complete. 
Her scepter’s sway establishes a goal 
For human striving; gives to life a soul. 
Yet, not content, she cries with vibrant note, 
‘*A vote, a vote, my kingdom for a vote!’’ 
—Cornelia Fulton Crary. 


His Preference 

“‘If you had to work—jest nacherly had 
to,’’ queried Seldum Fedd, who was a great 
hand to cogitate, ‘‘what kind of a job would 
you choose?’’ 

‘‘Bein’ janitor in an air castle,’’ replied 
Soiled Spooner, a prominent volunteer in 
the great army of the unemployed. 


Short and Sweet 


Madge—Long engagements are not fash- 
ionable these days. 

Marjorie—Oh, well, neither are long mar- 
riages. 


How It Was 
‘Your wife came from a fine old family, 


didn’t she?’’ 
‘*No; she brought them with her.”’ 




















Elsa, the Speed Queen 
By FRED LADD 


LSA had speed, control, headwork and 
curves (Beauts). She fielded her posi- 
tion perfectly. The mere fact that the dear 
girl was such a Dazzle 
that the Errors on the 
other side loomed up 
large has nothing to do 
with the European De- 
vastation. Yet we prom- 
ise you something if you 
will listen. Elsa’s exhi- 
bition games at the 
Swell Summer Resort 
were planned like this: 
she would get engaged to all comers; she 
would pick the Real Ones, however, for 
Championship games. Elsa was some grand 
discriminating little Picker, believe us. 
When she had thrown a few hundred soul- 
ful glances into the mirror (while she was 
getting into her Togs), she was warmed up 
to the Speed Queen pitch. An Extra in- 
ning game was like finding a Pearl, to our 
dear Elsa. 

This is what happened the Saturday night 
she Faced Phreddy Tidewater: Two and 
three. Then she walked him. That is to 
say, they left the piazza and took to the 
Beach. The sea waves were rolling in 
monotonously; the moon was fuller than a 
goat; the air was perfumed with Summer 
Incense; the soft music of Elsa’s voice was 
sweet as the tenderest symphony that ever 
presaged a Reckless Leap. But Phreddy 
did not Leap. She had stroked his cheek 
and allowed him to hold her hand. She had 
sighed, and her great Eyes had looked into 
his. She sighed again. She pressed his 











Irate member—Yes siree, I'll show him as he really is—a bad egg! 


His friend—Well, old man, have a heart. 


hand. She lost her voice. Her beautiful 
head lay upon his shoulder as a tired child 
that is going to sleep. The Moon looked 
down. The searolled in. ‘‘Darling,’’ she 
murmured—‘‘ Yes, I—Oh, I ought not—but, 
Oh, you Tempt me so—I can’t deny you— 
yes, Dear, you—you may kiss me—M-m— 
M-m—DARLING!’”’ 
7. * * * >. 

Three hours and ten minutes later: Stroll- 
ing, regretfully, toward the Hotel. Her 
waist is around his arm. (We promised 
you something. ) 

**It’s so sweet to be engaged !’’ said Elsa. 

**Engaged?’’ asked Phreddy. 

**Darling!’’ sobbed Elsa. 








Break it gently ! 


Phreddy stepped in and lined out this: 
‘*Beloved, I should certainly consent to 
nothing less than an engagement if my wife 
were not coming to-morrow.”’ 

Moral—The Best of them are Knocked 
out of the Box once in a while. 


The Other One 


’M SORRY that I cannot love 
The maiden who loves me. 
She’s not considered beautiful, 
But very learned, see? 


Ah, she could teach me lots of things 
A common man should learn. 

My! if she were the other one, 
My heart for her would yearn. 


The other one, ah, sad to say! 
She loves me not a mite. 
She is a dream of beauty, but 

She isn’t very bright. 


And I could teach her lots of things 
A pretty maid should learn. 

No; I can’t teach her how to love 
And madly for me yearn. 


And so I am the victim of 
A situation sad: 

If either were the other one, 
Yours truly would be glad. 


—Horace Seymour Keller. 
Figuring 
Madge—The old farmer said it was five 
minutes to the station. 
Marjorie—Then we’d better hurry up. 
We've less than half an hour to catch the 
train. 


Anatomic 


When Anna gave her hand to Tom, 
Friends thought the match was comic; 

They said the pair might be denom- 
Inated Anna-Tom-ic. 








“Arthur married a girl he didn't think he could get.” 
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6 LEASE reserve one of your three-dollar-a-day rooms for my 
wife on Wednesday of this week. Very truly yours, 
‘*W. B. Simpson.’’ 

Mr. Simpson had written this letter for his wife and had given 
it to her to send to the proprietor of the hotel at 
which Mrs. Simpson wished to stop in New 
York. Mrs. Simpson read the note after her 
husband had gone and did not approve of it. 

‘*‘It is not explicit enough,’’ she said. ‘‘I 
think I will add something to it to make it more 
definite.’’ 

So it was that the proprietor of the hotel 
read the following ‘‘P. S.’’: 

“‘T fear that my husband, Mr. William 
Brainard Simpson, although he always signs his name W. B., and 
who has stayed a number of times at your hotel, has not made it 
quite clear as to just what I desire in the way of a room, and I 
am therefore adding a few lines to his letter to make it more ex- 
plicit. I stayed at your hotel once with my husband several years 
ago and liked it very much, only our room was alittle noisy. I for- 
get the number of the room, but you may remember it. It was in 
May of the year 1910, and I recall that it rained nearly all of the 
time we were there, and I stayed in the room a great deal, which I 
do not usually do if the weather is fine. I go to New York so sel- 
dom that I like to be out a great deal seeing the sights, as the say- 
ing is, when I am there. I desire a room not too high up, for I 
am always nervous about fire in a high-up room, even if there are 
fire escapes, for you know that people often lose their lives in ho- 
tels even when there are fire escapes. A friend of a friend of 
mine lost her life in a hotel fire, and her room opened right out 
onto a fire escape. One is often too frightened and confused to use 
a fire escape even when there is one there. I do not want a room 
with a radiator that keeps thumping all the time, as was the case at 
one hotel at which I stopped in Buffalo. The radiator leaked also, 
and the ventilation was poor, and there was only one window. Nor 
do I want a room too low down, for I think that the air is better 
higher up and there is less noise from the street. But, as I say, I 





do not want to be too high up in case of fire even if there is a fire 
escape. 


I like to have a room right opposite an elevator and the 





“How did that happen?” 


EX PLICIT 





“She thought he didn’t want her.” 


“FP, Oe 


stairway. I always feel more comfortable about fire in that kind 
of aroom. As I shall be in the city but one night and shall be 
out about all of the time if the day is fair, I am not very particu- 
lar about the room. At least not so particular as I would be if I 
were to be in the room several days or a week. I will in all 
probability be in your city for a whole week next winter, and if 
the recom you give me this time is satisfactory, I will probably 
stop at your hotel again.’’ 
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Fe ee 


Maggite— Have you a puppy ? 
Pegete—No. We don’t believe in puppies. We have a middle-aged dog. 
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’D LIKE to be a preacher—but lack the grace, I fear—to be a 
moral teacher, a famous pulpiteer. Then every mortal sinner 
on whom I chanced to call would make me stay to dinner, for 
which, of course, I'd fall. Methinks I’d never sicken of grub 
the pastor eats, the tender fried spring chicken and jam and 
other treats. Beneath my church’s steeple I’d have the inside 
track; I’d roast and rake the people, and none would answer 
back. Whereas, if laymen holler warm sentiments of theirs, folks 
take them by the collar and roll them down the stairs. 

I'd like to be a banker and store up shining coin, the goods for 
which men hanker, from Denver to Des Moines. The banker’s 
job’s enchanting; he has his treasure box, and men come galli- 
vanting to leave with him their rocks. The merchant and the 
miner rush where he patient stands, and take the bone and shiner 
and leave them in his hands. The buyer and the bidder, the 
baker and the bore, the orphan and the widder, all seek the 
banker’s door. The gardener and builder, the brakeman who’s in 
luck bring him the shining gilder, the kopeck, mark and buck. 
The borrower and loaner bring to the banker kale, the kreutzer 
and the kroner, the doubloon and the tael. The banker’s life is 
sunny, he playsa pleasant game; but no one brings me money 
until I’ve earned the same. I see no people rushing, with fran- 
tic, eager zeal, into my strongbox pushing the long green or the 
wheel. 

I'd like to be a granger—that’s what I’m honing for 
—and fill my horse’s manger with rich excelsior. I'd 
raise the nutmeg wooden, the clinging succotash; for 
farming is a puddin’—a carnival of cash. The merchants 
all are trying to get the farmer’s trade, so when he goes 
a-buying, the lowest price is made. And when he goes 
a-selling, the highest price he gets; he keeps us all a-yell- 
ing, his patron daily sweats. In purple and fine linen he 
smokes his fine cigar, and townward he goes spinnin’ in 
his own motor car. His life is easy pickin’, so he can 
dance and sing; he gets more for a chicken than any 
cow should bring. 

But what’s the use of wishing for jobs that bring the 
dimes? I’ll have to sit here dishing my feeble-minded 
rhymes. 


Family Government 
Mr. Benedict—My daughter is the initiative and my 
wife is the referendum. 
Mr. Singleton—And where do you come in? 
Mr. Benedict—Oh, I’m the recall. They recall my 
existence whenever the bills come in! . 


Rail Fence Thoughts 


BOUT the only way a dog 

can immortalize itself is 

to walk across a concrete pave- 
ment that is not dry. 

Talk to any old man long UAB 
enough, and he will tell you wl itibil)|) 
something about his married hi ri] ' 
daughter, his grandchild or his Alt WU m2 
garden. hy i 

Nobody attempts to domesti- ) 
cate the English sparrow by con- 
fining it in a cage and feeding 
it artificial food. They are 
friendly enough already. 

The season is approaching 
when you are to receive squint- 
eyed kodak pictures of your 
friends. 

The man who works hard all 
the time gets about four days’ 
vacation, and that is when he 
is ill; while the man who does 
not do much labor goes away 
and stays a month or two, and 
is not ill. 

Some persons are so lazy, 
and at the same time so patriotic, they will wait until late in the 
fall, when the flies begin to get drowsy, to start swatting them. 

Nearly every town has a man who is always present at church 
and at other public gatherings, when large sums of money must be 
raised to buy a carpet or an organ or to build an addition, and in 
a loud voice he makes a handsome little donation to the fund— 
and then never pays it. 

We used to know a fellow who could sit down and eat fourteen 
hard-boiled eggs, six boxes of sardines, five or six onions, a dish of 
raw cucumbers and finish up on ice cream. And then, after tak- 
ing all those chances, a calf ran over him and broke his neck. 

Singing to a baby is said to be a good way to get it to goto 
sleep. It has never become known just what there is about this 
noise that causes the infant to close its eyesin slumber. It cannot 
be that the little one enjoys the tune. If it did, it would show its 
interest by remaining awake. —George Bingham. 
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A LITTLE BLACKMAILING AFFAIR 





WHICH IS WHICH? 
One is starting on vacation, and the other is getting back. 
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SOCIETY BAZAAR 


comedians, and booths where one may kiss at a pretty girl for the 
price of a gold watch. 

If it be particularly hideous, it will have a series of highly pil- 
lowed booths wherein one may sit and chat with a blasé girl who 
wavers between platonic love and the relative merits of poker and 
roulette—and who pays no attention to her escort’s stupidity. For 
society girls, as a rule, are very tolerant. They can forgive any- 
thing but cleverness. 

And—if the bazaar be of the most virulent order—some elderly 
dowager, who has either lost her own fortune or never had one, 
will surround herself with black papier-mache cats and play the 
role of fortune teller. For the absurdly insignificant fee of five 
dollars she will inform you that you have been born, may be ill, 
and will surely die. Thus she is at least consistent. And to the 
average run of society people she is almost edifying. 

Terrible, the sufferings of the poor and the bankrupt! 
then, they never have to go to society bazaars! 
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LIFE of moneyed leisure in a fashionable summer colony is 

not without a certain charm. At times it is even attractive. 
Golf is always a diversion, polo is a thrill, and a nervous break- 
down is the very acme of self-indulgence. It is not until some 
sentimental broker becomes stricken with the passion for altruism 
that the thing begins to pall. A costume ball for the homeless 
newsboy is bad enough—but a society bazaar for the health-broken 
stevedore is the last word in atrocities—far worse than the most 
poignant sufferings of the unfortunate creature for whose benefit 
the affair is arranged. 

The society bazaar is usually held in a garage that has outlived 
its day and been converted into a fashionable club. It is attended 
by millionaires who wish to become society lights and society 
lights who wish to become millionaires, professional dancers who 
wish they weren’t, and attractive debutantes who wish they were. 
It is a confusion of pale-green candy booths, vicious grab bags, 
warped palm trees, rose-tipped cigarettes, fat ladies with thin dogs 
and fat dogs with thin ladies, amateur vaudevillists, professional 
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But, 


—Charles A. Merz. ‘ 


JOINING THE 


66 Y GALS,’’ said Uncle Ozias Pike, 
**allows t’ jine th’ Darters.’’ 

‘*Be they illegible?’’ asked Jehiel Slocum. 

‘*They be,’’ affirmed Mr. Pike. ‘‘Illegi- 

ble on both sides. My folks, Jehiel, an’ 


DAUGHTERS 


This time the laugh was on Mr. Pike’s 
side. Evidently gratified, he continued, 

**Y’ see, y’ git yer spinnin’ wheel when 
y’ pay yer entrince money, ’n’ y’ kin wear 
et ontew yer frock. Y’ git more bars 
hitched ontew et ef th’ jedges sez th’ ped’- 


Frowning on Deliverance Simpkins, the 
deacon’s clerk, who had laughed louder than 
the rest, Mr. Pike went on, 

**Et all cum erlong o’ them summer board- 
ers 0’ ourn. One on’em wuz ’way up ’n 


ma’s, tew, fit ag’in’ King George fer this 
here republic o’ ourn. Some famblies,’’ he 
added meditatively, ‘‘gits better ’n’ better 
th’ furder ye go back.”’ 

‘An’ some famblies,’’ interjected Deacon 
Peleg Soames, the storekeeper, ‘‘gits wusser 
*n’ wusser th’ nigher ye git t’ pres-i-ent 
comp’ny!’’ Uncle Ozias had put his foot 
in it. If he had had any doubt of it, he was 
disabused thereof by the loud guffaw from 
all the ‘‘setters’’ in Soames’s store which 
greeted the deacon’s sally. 


G ’n th’ Darters; deestrec’ rud ’nspecter, 
er vis’tin’ com-mitty fer th’ Grange Grand 
Lodge, er some sich high intitlement. Ma 
n’ her ancist-i-ored et, th’ heft o’ th’ sum- 
mer. ’N’ she wuz kickin’ t’ ma ’coz they 
wa’n’t more bars’’—— 

**Didn’t th’ critter know this here’s a no- 
licins taown?’’ interrupted Jehiel Slocum. 

**More bars ontew her spinnin’ wheel,’’ 
explained Ozias. ‘‘Ef th’ Lord A’mighty 
wuz a-givin’ out brains ag’in, Jehiel, ye’d 
hev a lot comin’ t’ ye!’’ 
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gree’s all hunky dory; one bar extry fer 
each ancist-i-or ez fit. 

**Some on ’em hires a valley fer t’ hold 
up their bars f’m draggin’ on th’ street. 
Them’s th’ creamy delly creamy.”’ 

‘‘Th’ creamy delly creamy?’’ said Deacon 
Soames. ‘‘What on airth is th’ creamy 
delly creamy?’’ 

**Ma didn’t ast,’’ replied Ozias. ‘‘Jes’ 
then ma ’membered thet she hedn’t scalt 
th’ milk cans.’’ —Albert E. Hoyt 


© Beanream 
HARS 











Daughter—Mother, | think Mr. Friendly will propose. 
a night course in cooking and domestic science 


The Poet’s Star 


STAR shone out upon the night 
4% = 6And sent its ray afar; 
The poet turned him toward the light, 
To find his guiding star. 
Scarce was he called to heights unknown, 
When this thing came about: 
The power house shut the current down— 
The poet’s star went out! 
—Eldredge Denison. 


Successful Fiction by Young Authors 

No, mother, I didn’t touch the jam. 

I think it must have been kitty that up- 
set the cookie jar. 

I'll eat every scrap of my dinner after- 
ward if you’ll let me 
have my dessert first. 

If you'll give me an- 
other piece of candy, I 
won't go outside the 
yard all day. 

Honest, he hit me 
first.—Lee Shippey. 


Insight 
A Washington man 
passing a row of sub- 
stantial houses occu- 
pied by colored folk 
overheard the words of 
two women taking 
their ease on a porch: 
**What is it makes 








them automobiles go, anyhow, Mirandy?’’ 
said one of the comfortable black ladies, 
with the air of making profound con- 
versation. 

‘*Well,’’ said the other, after a moment’s 
thought, ‘‘it’s allus been my understan’in’ 
’at dey has machinery inside of ’em.’’ 


Explained 
Milly—I rode all the way up to Harlem 
in the same subway car with you the other 
day. 
Billy—That’s strange. 
Milly—Oh, I don’t know. 
seat, and I was standing. 


I didn’t see you. 
You had a 





Friend—Say, Bill, what was that we struck ? 
Bill—Oh, that wasn’t anything but a canoe with a couple in it, 
have torn the bottom out of us. 


If it had been a log it would 


He said only last night that he was taking up 


Shooting Simultaneously 
NCLE BEN, a very careful old darky, ‘ 
was a witness in a shooting case. 

**Were the shots simultaneous, uncle?’’ 
inquired the prosecuting attorney. 

‘Well, boss, you see, hit wuz dis way,’’ 
replied the witness, with great deliberation. 
‘*‘Dem shots come so close togedder dat I 
cain’t be sho’ ef dey wuz er not.’’ 


A Summer Victim 
He was sure that everything he knew. 
Poor fellow, his fate was grim! 
He tried to paddle his own canoe 
Before he had learned to swim. 


Ain’t It the Truth? 


Tommy—What’s an 
‘*anomaly,’’ pa? 

Pa—A newspaper 
photograph of a Wash- 
ington society woman 
of any age who isn’t 
a ‘‘ popular member of 
the younger set.’’ 


In Plain Sight 


**Tremendous num- 
ber of casualties, I see 
by the paper.’’ 

‘*What paper?’’ 

‘The fly paper.’’ 
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HE STEEPLECHASE had just started. Oglecamp and his wife 
were standing in their car, ostensibly to catch stages of a sort 
of race difficult to follow. 

** Anything on this event?’’ asked Mrs. Oglecarmp. 

**T’ve a little both ways on the favorite,’’ he replied. 

‘‘But your mind isn’t really on the race, dear. I don’t believe 
you really know which horse is leading.”’ 

**What!’’ 

‘*You’ve been looking in the wrong direction. You leveled 
your glasses half a dozen times at Mrs. Billings over there. And 
I saw her handkerchief flutter a signal to you every time. I don’t 
need a binocular to observe things so open.’’ 

‘*A jealous woman’s imagination can see things the Lick tele- 


scope would miss.”’ 

‘‘Did I ever lead you to think I’m jealous?’’ Mrs. Oglecamp 
laughed as though there wasn’t a thing on her mind. 

‘*Would anything but jealousy lead you to imagine I’m flirting 
with any woman when I’m simply scanning the crowd? There are 
a lot of stunning women to look at. Why did you single out Mrs. 
Billings?’’ 


‘‘For several reasons. You singled her out last night—danced 
with her several times—leaving me’’ 

‘Leaving you to dance with Billings!’’ 

‘‘Just once that happened. I took pity on him. But I don’t 
blame you for singling her out to-day. She’s quite the most stun- 
ning woman here.’’ 

‘You forget yourself, dear.’’ There was a sting in Oglecamp’s 
tone. 

‘*Well, were you thinking of me when you were watching ner?’’ 

**Pish!’’ Oglecamp leveled his glasses afield. 

‘*Now I know you’re watching the horses. Who’s leading?’’ 

‘*‘Phantom. The favorite. I'll win my wager. But see here, 
Mary, I’m also going to teach you a lesson.’’ 

‘*Yes? I’m rather apt, I think. How?’’ 

‘‘I’m going over to talk to Mrs. Billings, just because you 
thought I was flirting with her. I suppose you’!1 want to tag along.’”’ 

‘*No. Somebody should remain with the car. I see you sent 
John over to the Billings car. Chauffeurs are handy persons. 
Perhaps you sent a note with him. Billings isn’t out to-day, it 
seems. John is talking shop, or horse, with their chauffeur now.’’ 
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**You have no objection to my go- 
ing?’’ 

**Not the least. Why should I have? 

I wouldn’t care even if you were to 

ride back to town with her. Icango | 
back alone, and you’ll have only a 
block to walk. I suppose you’d re- 
turn for dinner.”’ 

**You don’t mean that!’’ 

‘“*Try me. It would really please 
me.”’ 

‘*You said you had several reasons 
why you thought I was looking par- 
ticularly at Mrs. Billings. What were 
they?’’ 

‘**I’ve given you one or two. She’s 
an exhilarating spectacle—to a man. 
And another reason was her signal- 
ing.’’ Mrs. Oglecamp was smiling 
constantly. Her smile, if not her 
banter, had touched his nerves. 

‘*Well, then, I shall go over and 
talk to her, just to’’—— 

**Just to spite me. But it'll really 
please me. And it’ll be a sad inter- 
view, will it not?’’ Mrs. Oglecamp’s 
smile ran into a merry laugh. 


‘*You’re going too far. But your day. 
assumption of gayety is clever. You 
need discipline, my dear. I know 
just what treatment jealousy requires. And 


I shall try to ride back to town with her.’ 

**Good! I’m not jealous. But perhaps 
I do need discipline.’’ 

‘*If you’re sorry for what you’ve said, I'll 
overlook it all.”’ 

‘*Sorry?’’ She laughed again. ‘‘How 
foolish you'd look to back down now!’’ 
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WHAT THEY’LL DO i 


Martin—What are you going to do during your vacation ? 


Luther—Typewrite a few reports, get my diary up to date, read a lot of Shakespeare, and walk ten miles a 


How about you ? 
Martin—Oh, I'm the same as you ! 


Oglecamp stepped from the car. He 
didn’t look at her as he marched off with 
the rigidity of step that shows rage. She 
watched him as he made his way to the 
Billings car. 

Just as the crowd was crying ‘‘Phantom 
wins!’’ he sent his chauffeur back to Mrs. 
Oglecamp. 
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LAND BATTERY DAMAGES SUBMARINE 


I expect to lie in a hammock most of the time. 


**Drive me to the Boulevard Inn, John,’’ 
said she. ‘‘I dine there.’’ 

‘*And the governor?’’ 

**Oh, he’ll drive to town with Mrs. Bil- 
lings.’’ 

At the Boulevard Inn a man hastened 
down from the piazza and helped her from 
the car. 

‘‘Have you been waiting long?’’ 
asked him. 

‘I would have waited indefinitely for 
you,’’ was his reply. 

The man was Billings. 


Why College Men Succeed? 


é6sT yO YOU think college is doing your 
son any practical good?’’ 
‘*Unquestionably. He’s already 
learned to write the most compelling 
money-getting letters imaginable.’’ 
‘“‘Indeed! He’s taking a_ business 
course, then?’’ 
*‘Oh, no; he writes them to me.’’ 


she 


The Dangerous Element 


A picture cute in bathing suit, 
Experience has taught her 

A picture’s made for light and shade, 
But cannot stand the water. 


How To Tell 


‘Pop, what is the difference between 
a genius and a celebrity?’’ 

‘‘Well, my son, a celebrity generally 
has a dress suit.’’ 
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A Cat Fable 


(Revised from the Blue-Back Speller) 
CAT lived in a house where there were 
+ many rats, but where also there was 
another cat whose industry made the rats 
very shy. To the first-named cat this was 
very distasteful, because it made the rat 
business so dull she often had to work 
nights to make a living. Whereupon the 
cat of the first part thought of a very slick 
ruse to work as follows on the rats: Going 
into the room where the rodents were wont 
to scamper, she climbed to the wall and 
suspended herself, head downward, from a 

hook, appearing as if she were dead. 

The rats came in with characteristic in- 
nocence and were very much pleased at see- 
ing how the cat had got the hook. They 
gathered around on the floor underneath her 
and rejoiced greatly, 
and while they were 
so doing, all of a sud- 
den she dropped to 
the floor, and the ar- 
ticle goes on to state 
that nearly all the 
unsuspecting rats 
met their death at 
her hands before they 
could escape. 

And Now—lIf a : 
cat could do that « 
wonderful trick these 
days, she could geta 
job on a vaudeville 
circuit at a salary of 
at least two hundred 
rats per week.—@. B. 


Some Progress 

Caller (waiting 
for hostess) — Did 
your mother get 
into the Daughters 
of the Revolution 
yet? 

Family terror— 
Not azackly; but 
pa says if they was 
any of her folks in 
the country then, 


they fit! First onlooker—Aw, come on, Alf, let’s go. 



























Nowadays 
Country cousin—I suppose the motto of 
you women in New York is, ‘‘Eat, drink, 
and be merry.’’ 
City cousin—No, dear; it is, ‘‘Eat, wink, 
but be wary.’’ 


The Affectionate Pedagoguess 


There was a young teacher named Ludlum, 
Who’d pick up her pupils and cudlum; 
But at teaching— good night! 
That jane was a fright— 
She couldn’t do nothin’ but mudlum! 
—Strickland Gillilan, 


Cupid’s First Aid 
Milly—Do you think marriages are made 
in heaven? 
Billy—Perhaps; but a back parlor anda 
dim light will help the game a lot. 
















* A song toa lyre. 


Second onlooker—W’' at! an’ leave ‘im in this fix? 


Eurylia 
A Lyric * 
HEN you swear you’!! love me true, 
Eurylia, 
Can I put my trust in you, 
Eurylia? 
Ah, I fear you will but flout! 
Can I keep from saddening doubt? 
Can I hope to find you out, 
Eurylia? 


You protest your heart is free, 
Eurylia! 

That you’ve loved no one but me, 
Eurylia! 

Ah, I fear you but deceive, 

That you’ll leave me long to grieve! 

How, ah, how can I believe— 
Eurylia? 


Do you know that others say, 
Eurylia, 
That deception is your way, 
Eurylia? 
All your loving is but show— 
Fair outside, but false below! 
Sad it is—but you must know 
You’re a liar! 
—Tudor Jenks. 


How It Was 

Employer—W hat 
special qualifications 
have you for busi- 


ness? 
Wy, Applicant — Every 
Ss<ie> ~ place where I ever 
(||| a worked, I reduced 
{ —— <; ‘ Ak» = , 

Wu, M471) the firm’s expenses 

\\\y Hiab before I left. 

i ’ 


Employer—Ah, an 
efficiency expert. 

Applicant—No; I 
usually started in at 
eight dollars a week, 
and when I quit I was 
getting five dollars. 


Watchful Eye 
‘““My wife won't 
go to the country 
and leave me in town 
all summer.’”’ 
**Solicitous?’’ 
‘*No; jealous.”’ 
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Both girls—Oh, that's a fine picture of you; but isn’t it awful of me! 


A Hot One 
ISS DE PASS cries out, ‘‘ Alas! 
The young men of to-day 
Are very curt and awfully pert— 
They are so fast and gay.’’ 
Miss Kaustic spoke—it is no joke— 
She surely meant no pun— 
**You ought to know how fast they go, 
Since you’ve been chasing one.’’ 
—Bill Smart. 


Young Donald’s Surprise 

Young Donald was keenly interested as he 
was taken on a tour of inspection around 
the model farm, but expressed particular 
admiration for the dairy department and the 
cows. With great reluctance he left them 
to return home for the Christmas festivities, 
which resulted in his acquiring a horn that 
gave arich, deep tone. Soon after Christ- 
mas he returned to the model farm for his 
second visit, where he discovered a strange 
animal among his favorite cows. 

‘*It is just like a cow,’’ he explained to his 


uncle, ‘‘but it has long, 
funny things on its head, 
so it can’t be a cow.’”’ 

The scientific farmer 
explained the long things 
as horns and described 
all the advantages of de- 
horning cattle, ending 
with the final assurance 
that the strange animal 
was really a cow with 
horns. Just then the new 
cow bawled loudly, and 
young Donald gasped with 
amazement; then he 
scampered hurriedly 
toward the house, yell- 
ing lustily, 

**Mothah, oh, mothah, 
come quickly! Uncle 
Bob’s got a new cow with 
horns that blow!’’ 


—H. C. Warren. 
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PASSING 


Ariadue—I thought you said she was pretty. 
A. Donis—I said she was as pretty as she could be. 


FAIR 














Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


Betsey Burrows, Suffragist 
Husbands 


sé] F WE cud git a national beury to Wash- 
ington to hand out life-sentenced pard- 
ners to all the old maids, and permit the 
females what ain’t satisfied with their per- 
ticular samples of soulmates to have occa- 
sional rummage sales of secondhand hus- 
bands, I reckon this here sufferingette busi- 
ness ’ud feel a considerable slump in the in- 
terest of them that’s whoopin’ loudest fur it 
now,’’ says Baxty Beal, lookin’ to me to bust 
out laughin’ over his wit. We was to the 
Sunday school picnic down to Sedge Lake, 
a-restin’ easy in the shadder of the pines. 

**Is thet so?’’ I asks, kinder dry. ‘‘So 
you calkerlate it’s grouchiness over either 
being guv a man or deprived of one that 
causes wimmen to git a smite on suffrage. 
I see you belorg to them noble gentlemen 
with complacent brows, allus dead certain 
the only interest in life fur the hull female 
creation is sumpin’ arrayed in a bifurcated 
garment and an outing shirt. How you and 
your ilk keep from gittin’ disapp’inting 
jolts occasional beats me. But I ain’t 
a-goin’ to deny that husbands like other 
things ain’t hitched onto votes-for-women, 
tho’ not jest in the delikate way you put it, 
Baxty. ’Stead of wishin’ to pitch their life 
pardners onto the scrap heap, suffergists is 
figurin’ out jest how to draw them closer 
by the help of mutooal interests. Of course 
men and wimmen has the home, the kids, 
their friends, books and amoosements, to 
say nothin’ of matrimonial scraps to use as 
conversational cuds. But after they’ve 
ripped their friends’ characters fore and aft 
a few times, this gits wore out as a topic 
and only comes up occasional, when Bill or 
Jane does some fool thing or gits sick or 
kites out to the world of seryphim. And 
agin, even the most dotingest. parents can’t 
talk more’n an hour ’bout what their re- 
markable and unusual kids have said and 
did in one ordinary day. 

‘Then, as the years go by, couples ain’t 
rushin’ out every evening to joyfests. These 
git wore out, too, and most likely the cash 
fur ’em goes inter Susie’s music lessons or 
Jim’s baseball togs. Of course people had 
ort to take reg’lar doses of the noble tho’ts 
of Shakespeare ’n’ O. Henry, but lots of 
men confines their readin’ to the sportin’ 





page of the dailies and would streak it to 
the outer air some lively if their wives was 
to quote Browning. But polertics, which 
is composed of biographies allus popler 
with humans and with questions of daily 
livin’, like streets, schools, budgets, hous- 
ing, sanitation, food, fire protection and 
big national idees how to run the country 
better ’n’ better, is sumpin’ that don’t 
never git wore out. You kin talk and argy 
*bout ’em from the day you’re born till the 
day you slump inter the tomb. 

‘“They say that Western couples where 
women has the vote has been drawed to- 
gether by their political interests. Pa ’n’ 
ma reads the papers and discusts things ’n’ 
goes to meetings togither and talks free 
with all their friends togither and decides 
what to do togither. And out there good 
men that East is too fastidjus to go to po- 
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THE AMBIDEXTROUS REPUBLIC 


litical conferences in booze parlors rouses 
up and is perfectly willing to be present in 
halls that has to be respectable ’cause wim- 
men is present. Some husbands ’n’ wives, 
I s’pose, "ull row "bout polertics; but, 
Baxty Beal, they’re right on the fightin’ 
line now. So it strikes me all them hus- 
bands that are soul weary of® kitchen chat 
and sewing-circle jabber and sassiety slush 
ort to pray most. proditjus fur a widening 
of their spouses’ outlook on life. And al- 
ready some men has a good clutch on this 
idee, and, believe me, they ain’t no better 
boosters fur wimmen and the ballot.’’ 

‘‘Humph!’’ says Baxty Beal. ‘‘If you 
kin git my wife Mandy to quit dirt, dress 
and disease as talk topics, I ain’t above 
shoutin’ on your side. But in my opinion 
it can’t be did.’’ 

**Don’t despair,’’ says I, soothin’. ‘‘It 


has been did with others, why not with 
yourn? Ain’t she human?’’ 

“‘Sometimes I ain’t so sure,’’ says Baxty; 
but seein’ he was about to disparage Miss 
Beal, I riz with dignity and left him. 


Male Apathy 


ECAUSE some women are indifferent to 
the cause of woman suffrage, many 
antis are loudly maintaining that feminine 
apathy on the part of a few of the sex should 
operate to keep the whole body of women 
away from the paths that lead to the polls. 
Mr. Gompers, in a recent address, told of 
his attempts to arouse the men of Washing- 
ton, D. C., to a realization of the evils of 
disfranchisement. Thinking.it wrong that 
Washington men should be voteless, during 
months of residence in the city he sent out 
three hundred letters in a passionate appeal 
to the most prominent and intelligent of the 
residents, receiving in return exactly seven 
replies. Thinking, then, a mass meeting 
would be more effective, he secured a num- 
ber of well-known speakers, hired a hall, 
sent out countless invitations and many 
advertisements, and on the evening of the 
grand affair introduced his orators to a 
multitude of seventeen masculine crea- 
tures. Since apathy seems to be, then, 
a human rather than a feminine failing, 
but one that has never kept the mass of 
men from having rights conferred upon 
them, why it should be used as a club 
to stun the votes-for-women movement 
is clear only to the befogged and the be- 
fuddled. 


Fifth Avenue Votes 
NEW YORK suffragist, being given a 
list of ten names of voters who live 
on Fifth Avenue, went to canvass them with 
great trepidation, fearing to be overawed 
by haughty plutocrats. To her relief, she 
found that but two names were those of 
members of the millionaire class, the rest 
belonging to butlers, coachmen, housemen 
and even furnacemen. While the masters 
had departed to country joys, their employes 
were found at home. It further transpired 
that the Fifth Avenue vote, always al- 
luded to with fear, will be much diluted by 
intermixture with the ballots of those 
who work for the rich, and that, whatever 
the employers may feel, the employes are 
most heartily in favor of suffrage for wom- 
ankind. 
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Copyright. Fliegende Rlaetter 


Ambiguous 
Gatte (zur zanksiichtigen Frau)—Wie schén kénn- The Chest Nut 


ten wir leben, wenn Du eine andere wirst! a , ? 
, , Old lad son— fec — Recruiter—What’s your age? 
Husband (to his quarrelsome wife)—How d la J (to apendlind anaes ae : — 
; : : who has joined the new army)—Well, my Bluffer (determined to do the patriotic 
nicely we could live together if you were sama ° : / ‘ d 
; lad, isn’t this better than hanging about thing and get to the front)—Twenty-two. 
only another woman! — Fliegende Blaetter ; , 
(Munich) Recruiter—I said your age—not your chest 
unich). 









street corners and spending your time in 
public houses?—Punch (London). measurement.—Sketch (London). 





























Le taube arrive! So Much for So Much 


Zeppelin! — Lustige Blaetter ‘*‘Why do you recognize a fellow like ‘Oh, well, we get seats, and that is 
something !’’— Tokyo Puck. 


Look out! 
(Berlin). that?’ 








Egg View Notes 

ayes LUMLEY, our drayman, who spent 

all of last week at the Pollywog car- 
nive!, returned back home Sunday morning, 
with the information that the only freak in 
the big tent who didn’t coax him to buy a 
photograph was an Egyptian who had been 
dead for some time. 

Lem Bushnell, our marshal, has sternly 
instructed Corny Paine to immediately ar- 
range the arms on his cornfield scarecrow 
in a much less threatening position. 

Corny Paine is of the opinion that Joshua 
was a better sun stopper than Bill Waite’s 
store-front awning. 

‘link Nitz is quite anxious to trade his 
watch off to somebody, he having done alto- 
gether too many things lately in no time at 
all. 

One of them there Pollywog jewelry- 
store clerks tried hard to exchange a pair 
of smoked-glass spectacles for some oi 
Corny Paine’s carnival money, on the open- 
ing afternoon, but Corny discouraged him 
very quickly by saying that the world 
didn’t look any too bright as it was. 

Thursday morning Ratio Roundtree was 
seen carrying a Moon Lake snapping turtle 
around on two of his fingers, and not until 
the turtle got sleepy and yawned did Ratio 
let him go. 

Dow Ludlum stood outdoors in his front 
yard several hours last night, looking up 
into the sky at the Little Dipper, as he be- 
lieved it would help him to think lots more 
about the dancing queen at the Pollywog 
carnival, with whom he fell deeply in love 
the first glance he got of her. 

Word came to Sherm Spoor Monday that 
Muley Cannon had recently been discharged 
from some big city hospital and wasn’t 
feeling good. Tink Nitz would like to see 
Muley quit a job some time of his own 
accord. 

On the last day of the carnival the for- 
tune teller read in Cylindra Berger’s palm 
that a man would place his arm under hers 
in the near future, which man proved to be 
the brakeman who helped her onto the next 
train for Egg View. 

Witt Larcom asked the carnival tattooed 
man what he charged for inking things on 
people, and got such low rates that he im- 
mediately had his Pollywog laundry mark 
pricked into both arms, in three colors. 

, —Leslie Van Every. 


High Finance 

‘“‘Henry, dear,’’ announced Mrs. Upto- 
date, ‘‘I guess you will have to admit that 
I am a pretty good business manager after 
all. I took Willie with me to the movies 
this afternoon, and as it was raining when 
we came out of the theater, I gave Willie 
ten cents carfare and had him hurry home 
and get an umbrella for me. In that way I 
saved my new hat from being ruined.’’ 

“‘Uh-huh,’’ replied Mr. Uptodate. ‘‘ Yes, 
I see, my dear; but why the Sam Hill didn’t 
you both ride home for your ten cents in 
the first place?’’ 

“‘Henry! You—boo hoo—you never give 
me credit for anything I do!’’ 
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James Madison—Father of the Constitution” 


HE FOURTH PRESIDENTof the United States con- 
sidered it a greater honor to be declared the Father of the Consti- 
tution than to have been elected twice to the highest office in 
the gift of his countrymen. No more ardent. intelligent. far-sighted. and 
constant student of governmental problems ever lived than Madison, 
They were his life-long passion. He it was who labored with all his 
Pigantic ability and indomitable will to have deeply imbedded in our 
ational Law those vital principles which forever ee to all 
Americans oor ae -a and Personal Liberty. In private life he 
was genial and social~yet temperate. Many a foaming glass of good 
_barley-malt beer he drank with his bosom friend Thomas Jefferson 
Father of the Declaration of Independence?"Madison died at 85 and 
fferson at 83; both were unalterably opposed to tyrannous Pro 
ibition Laws and advocated legislation which encouraged the brew. 
ing industry. Upon the tenets of the Constitution of the USA(to which 
adison devoted the best of his genius) Anheuser-Busch 58 years 
ago founded their great institution. To-day ee people are daily 
required to produce and market their honest brews. Their chief brand 
iser is sold throughout the civilized world—the drink of your 
forefathers—the drink of the noblest men who ever lived—the drink 
_Of the great tiumphant nations. Budweiser sales exceed any other beer 
by millions of boules. 
ANHEUSER-BUSCH : ST: LOUIS,US.A, 


Visitors to St.Louis are courteously invited to inspect) 
our plant Covers 142 acres 































HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 
BROADWAY, 3lst TO 32nd STREET, NEW YORK 
At Herald Square, the radial center of transportation to all parts of the city. 

A HOTEL HOME $1.50 PER DAY AND UP 
The famous Palm Garden Restaurant is one of the coolest dining rooms in the city, and is easily 
reached because of our central location. You will find it a delightful place to entertain your friends. 

SPECIAL LUNCHEON 8 .75 The Celebrated Clef Club Quartet. DINNER DE LUXE $1.50 
Dancing every afternoon except Sunday from 3:30 to 6:30. Supper Dances from 9:30 P. M. tol A. M. 

WILLARD D. ROCKEFELLER, Manager FRANK H. WIGGINS, Assistant Manager 


Ke} Free Taxi Service Direct to Hotel Imperial for Arriving Guests from Grand Central and Pennsylvania 2 
Railroad Terminals 
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dash of lemon 


athirst quencher 
Mild! y Alkaline 
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THIRTY FOURTH STREET 
AT PARK AVENUE 


New YORK 


An Foote! Designed n 
to Appeal to the 
Conservative 
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HOTEL PURITAN 


COMMONWRALTH AVE... BOSTON, near 
Massachusetts Ave. car lines and subway station 


The 
Distinctive Boston Mouse 
Some globe trotters .a e said that the Puritan is one of 7 
the most attractive ant homelike hotels in the world. 
Single rooms from #2. Combined sitting-room, bed- 
room and bathroom from $4. Self contained suites. 


} Your inquiries gladly a..swered and booklet mailed 
E. P. CosTeELLo, Manager. 








Law Library Given 


A bl lete and hy clopedia 
ng late 


The Law Is Calling You 4. ish, piace in 


sion of all timeis offered to eo yen. Wealth, power, influence, honor 
—all le within your reach through the law. Learn in your own 
home directed by oy ~ ey of the prot ite for the new book. 


Write Today <7? 92.2" arms and nddgean today fi for free 171 
| American Correspondence School of Law B247, Manhattan Bldg.,Chicago j 











Yarns of the Ballplayers 


By ED A. GOWEY 





Alexander, Philadelphia Nationals 


ROVER CLEVELAND ALEXANDER, of 
the Quakers’ twirling staff, by all fans 
conceded to be one of the great pitchers, 
if not the greatest in major league com- 
pany to-day, is one of the best liked players 
in balldom. An even temper, good nature 
and a fund of humorous yarns are among 
the assets which have won him friends. 

‘*When in the far West some time ago,’’ 
said Grover, ‘‘I heard a good story con- 
cerning the opening of a baseball season 
among the convicts at San Quentin prison, 
in California. A large negro boy was play- 
ing second base, a~d he became incensed at 
the decisions of tne umpire, a man serving 
a sentence for porch climbing. Finally the 
second sacker blurted out, ‘Ah’ll knock yo’ 
haid off when I git outa heah!’ and he rolled 
his eyes and shook his fist menacingly. 

***You’ll have to go some to catch me,’ 
replied the indicator holder. ‘I beat you 
through the gate by three years and a half.’ 

‘*There is a certain player in major- 
league company to-day,’’ said Alexander, 
‘*who is long on baseball and short on edu- 
cation. One rainy day at the hotel he 
came across a teammate who was killing 
time reading the ‘Autobiography of Ben- 
jamin Franklin.’ Upon being told the title 
of the work, he inquired, ‘What’s an auto- 
biography?’ 

** *Tt’s the story of their lives, written by 
great men,’ was the answer. 

‘**Well, why haven’t I got one?’ he 
wanted to know. 

***You can have one, but you’ll have to 
write it yourself.’ 

‘“**Write it myself? Why don’t some- 
body write it for me? If this guy Franklin 
can have one, why can’t I? My name’s in 
all the papers every day, and I never read a 
thing about this fellow. I’ll bet I forgot 
more baseball than he ever knew.’ ”’ 

Grover C. also tells one on ‘‘Chief’’ Mey- 
ers, the Giants’ catcher. ‘‘One day the big 
backstop had made a poor play and was dis- 
consolate. When an attempt was made to 
comfort him, he said, ‘My position in life 
couldn’t be worse. What race in life has 
been abused more than all others? The 
Indian race. What occupation has been 
abused more than any other except bur- 
glary? Ball playing. And on whom is 
most of the blame placed for the loss of a 
game? The catchers. Now name some 
job worse than being an Indian catcher.’ ’’ 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Ritters be used in making it: insures your getting the very 
best C.. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADY) 














Just One Laugh 
A After Another 





ILM FUN, the new magazine devoted 

solely to the comedy of the photo play, 

; has taken the moving picture world by 

storm. The first number, issued only three 

weeks ago, was sold out completely less 
than a week after publication. 


Dealers’ orders for the August issue now on the 
newsstands make it necessary for us to double the 
first edition. Even then the news companies have 
their doubts about our ability to supply the demand. 
Better make sure of your copy by speaking well in 
advance. 


Film Fun 


has taken hold over night with overwhelming suc- 
cess, because it has met a definite demand for a 
magazine that would treat of the wholesome comedy 
of moving pictures—a magazine that mult'plies the 
fun of the photo play—that increases the apprecia- 
tion and enjoyment of the humorous in moving 
pictures when it is being filmed. 


The August number goes the high standard set by 
the first issue even one better. There are pages and 
pages of pictures of the funny men and women of 
the screen in their most laughable antics, headed by 
the universal favorite, Charlie Chaplin, on the front 
cover in full colors—-an interesting article, with 
photographs, of Mary Pickford as a comedienne—— 
a delightful review of the children of the screen who 
make fun for other children, and for grown-ups, 
too—together with a wealth of other features, deal- 
ing with Marie Dressler, Billie Reeves, Ethel Teare, 
Naomi Childers, Tom McNaughtor, Flora Finch 


and a score or more stars of film ccmedy. 


Ten cents a copy—$1.00 a year 
or 25 cents for a three months’ 
"get acquainted" subscription. 


Film Fun 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 
Published by the Leslie-Judge Company 














With the College Wits 


A Definition—Chautauqua—A cross be- 
tween a circus and a prayer meeting; the 
last stand of the celluloid collar. — Pitt 
Pantlicr. 

At the Game—She—Oh, goody, goody! 
The pitcher’s hit him at last! Does that 
win the game now?—Penn State Froth. 


She Knew from Father—‘‘Ma, what’s 
discretion?’’ 

‘‘Discretion is the bettor’s part of valor.’’ 
—Princeton Tiger. 








He—I guess I’ll go now. 
She—One should never guess; one should 
always be sure.—Michigan Gargoyle. 
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Things That Never Happen 
He—Why not stay out a little longer? 
It’s early yet? 
She—I know; but the bill for this canoe 
is already $4.75, and I’d rather not have it 
cost you any more.—WMichigan Gargoyle. 


Where It Originated—Batch—Where did 
the saying, ‘‘A widow’s weeds,’’ originate? 

Hellor—With a ‘‘grass widow,’’ I should 
think.— Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


On the Porch—S/e—Oh, Charles, it is so 
cold! I would like to have something 
around me. 

He—What would you care to have? 

She—Oh, anything 

And he brought a shawl.—Michigan Gar- 
goyle. 





Sure—‘‘Did your watch stop when you 
dropped it on the floor?’’ 

‘*Sure; you didn’t think it would go on 
through, did you?’’—Yale Record. 


And It Was a Ford!—Owner of a portable 
house (greeting guest)— Welcome to our 
home! 

Guest—Thanks just as much, but I haven’t 
got room for it in my auto.—Harvard 
Lampoon. 


A Watery Duet 
A charming young singer called Hannah 
Got into a flood in Montana. 
As she floated away, 
Her sister, they say, 
Accompanied her on the piano. 
—Penn State Froth. 











A Bottle of Schlitz 


—a juicy steak 











—a baked potato 


A feast fit for a king. There is 
nothing so good, nothing that 
makes food taste so good, as a bot- 


tle of Schlitz. 


Schlitz is a Food in Itself 











It is all healthfulness; it’s an aid to 
digestion. 

The Brown Bottle keeps out the 
light, protecting its purity from the 
brewery to your glass. 


nee See that crown is 

- © branded “Schlitz” 
GLY Order a case today i 
: The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous 


: ODERN and comfortable. Yachting, motor : 
Thousand Islands boating, canoeing, fishing, fine bathing © 











MOST FASCINATING RESORT beach, golf, tennis, dancing. Favorite resort = 
IN AMERICA best families. Accommodates 300. Reasonable 
rates. 


Murray Hill Hotel Write for illustrated booklet 
LOCATED ON MURRAY ISLE, FRANK M. ROGERS, 


PRETTIEST OF GROUP Formerly manager Sherman Square Hotel, 
New York City. 

























dash of lemon 


athirst quencher 
Mildly Alkaline 
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THIRTY FOURTH STREET 
AT PARK AVENUE 


NEW YORK 
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HOTEL PURITAN 


COMMONWEALTH AVE... BOSTON, near 
Massachnsetts Ave. car lines and subway station 


The 
Distinctive Boston Mouse 
Some globe trottera have said that the Puritan is one of 
the most attractive and homelike hotels in the world. 
+ 
Single reoms from $2. Combined sitting-room, bed- 
room and bathroom from $4. Self contained suites. 
Your inquiries gladly answered and booklet mailed 
E. P, COSTELLO, Manager. 





































Law Library Given 


A remarkable complete and comprehensive cyclopedia of the law 
given away abeolutely free with — aod Service. 


A high place in 
The Law Is Calling You 4, hich, pisce in 
sion of all time is offered to you. ealth, power, influence, honor 


Ww 
—allis within your reach throngh the law. Learn in your own 
home directed by master mi of the protession. Write for the new book 


Write Today pep ic." wiiestioos, Write ia 
American Correspondence School of Law B247, Manhattan Bldg. ,Chicago j 









Yarns of the Ballplayers 


By ED A. GOWEY 





Alexander, Philadelphia Nationals 


ROVER CLEVELAND ALEXANDER, of 
the Quakers’ twirling staff, by all fans 
conceded to be one of the great pitchers, 
if not the greatest in major league com- 
pany to-day, is one of the best liked players 
in balldom. An even temper, good nature 
and a fund of humorous yarns are among 
the assets which have won him friends. 
‘When in the far West some time ago,”’ 
said Grover, ‘‘I heard a good story con- 
cerning the opening of a baseball season 
among the convicts at San Quentin prison, 
in California. A large negro boy was play- 
ing second base, and he became incensed at 
the decisions of the umpire, a man serving 
a sentence for porch climbing. Finally the 
second sacker blurted out, ‘Ah’ll knock yo’ 
haid off when I git outa heah!’ and he rolled 
his eyes and shook his fist menacingly. 
***You’ll have to go some to catch me,’ 
replied the indicator holder. ‘I beat you 
through the gate by three years and a half.’ 
‘“*There is a certain player in major- 
league company to-day,’’ said Alexander, 
‘*who is long on baseball and short on edu- 
cation. One rainy day at the hotel he 
came across a teammate who was killing 
time reading the ‘Autobiography of Ben- 
jamin Franklin.’ Upon being told the title 
of the work, he inquired, ‘What’s an auto- 
biography?’ 
** *Tt’s the story of their lives, written by 
great men,’ was the answer. 
***Well, why haven’t I got one?’ he 
wanted to know. 
***You can have one, but you'll have to 
write it yourself.’ 
‘**Write it myself? 
body write it for me? If this guy Franklin 
can have one, why can’t I? My name’s in 
all the papers every day, and I never read a 
thing about this fellow. I’ll bet I forgot 
more baseball than he ever knew.’ ”’ 
Grover C. also tells one on ‘‘Chief’’ Mey- 
ers, the Giants’ catcher. ‘‘One day the big 
backstop had made a poor play and was dis- 
consolate. When an attempt was made to 
comfort him, he said, ‘My position in life 
couldn’t be worse. What race in life has 
been abused more than all others? The 
Indian race. What occupation has been 
abused more than any other except bur- 
glary? Ball playing. And on whom is 
most of the blame placed for the loss of a 
game? The catchers. Now name some 
job worse than being an Indian catcher.’ ’’ 


Why don’t some- 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Ritters be used in making it: insures your getting the very 
best C.. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADY) 
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| Just One Laugh 
After Another 


ILM FUN, the new magazine devoted | 
solely to the comedy of the photo play, 
has taken the moving picture world by _ 

storm. The first number, issued only three 

weeks ago, was sold out completely les 
than a week after publication. 


Dealers’ orders for the August issue now on the 
newsstands make it necessary for us to double the 
first edition. Even then the news companies haw | 
their doubts about our ability to supply the demand 
Better make sure of your copy by speaking well a 
advance. 


Film Fun 


has taken hold over night with overwhelming sm. 
cess, because it has met a definite demand fora 
magazine that would treat of the wholesome comedy 
of moving pictures—a magazine that multiplies the | 
fun of the photo play—that increases the apprecs 
tion and enjoyment of the humorous in mony 
pictures when it is being filmed. 


The August number goes the high standard se 
the first issue even one better. ‘There are pages 
pages of pictures of the funny men and womend 
the screen in their most laughable antics, headed by 
the universal favorite, Charlie Chaplin, on the frost 
cover in full colors—an interesting article, wi 
photographs, of Mary Pickford as a comedienne— 
a delightful review of the children of the screen whe 
make fun for other children, and for grown-0h 
too—together with a wealth of other features, de 
ing with Marie Dressler, Billie Reeves, Ethel Teatt 
Naomi Childers, Tom McNaughton, Flora Fist 


and a score or more stars of film comedy. 


Ten cents a copy—$1.00 a year 
or 25 cents for a three months 
"get acquainted" subscription. 


Film Fun 


225 Fifth Avenue New Yat 
Published by the Leslie-Judge Company 

























Stories with Smiles 


A San Francisco man tells of 
B. Pmpowing abundantly near Santa 
S "which i liarly attractive to 
h is peculiarly 
Barbara, whic 


oc says he, “there was a young 
ifornian, particularly fond of honey, 
» ysed to visit a certain Santa Barbara 
bostelry because such a superior sort of 
this nectar was to be had there. 
“This young man married in due course, 
the wedding trip included Santa Bar- 
bara, so that the bride might taste this su- 
honey. But to his dismay no honey 
on the breakfast table the first 


i. heir stay. The groom frowned. 


ing of t 
ay the old familiar waiter over to 


oe my honey?’ he demanded. 
“The waiter hesitated, looked awkwardly 


at the bride, and then bent toward the 
young man’s ear and in a hoarse whisper 
stammered, ‘Why, Marie don’t work here 
any more, sir.’ ’’—Harper’s Magazine. 
HL Neighborly Request—The Jones and 
ted 
ay, 
by 
ree 
es 





'@ Smith families lived side by side in a 

pretty little suburban village. The Jones 

Hi family owned a phonograph. One night 

1 about eight o’clock little Mary Smith ram- 
bled over and knocked on the front door of 
the Jones house. 

“Mrs. Jones,’’ said little Mary, when the 
former opened the door, ‘‘mother wants to 
know if you won’t please lend her your 
phonograph?’’ 

“My phonograph?’’ was the surprised 
response of Mrs. Jones. ‘‘What in the 
world does she want it for? Is she going 
to have a party?’’ 

le “No, ma’am,’’ was the candid answer of 
the little Mary. ‘‘She said she would like to 
e bury it for a couple of hours, so she could 
od get the baby to sleep.’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 
t 


Johnny Made Good—JIn instructing a 
youthful class in mathematics, the pretty 
young teacher turned to John Jones. 

“Johnny,’’ she remarked, ‘‘can you tell 

me what an average is?’’ 

“Yes, ma’am,’’ was the prompt response 
of Johnny; ‘‘an average is what a hen lays 
eggs on.’’ 

“What!’’ exclaimed the amazed teacher. 
“What on earth are you talking about?’’ 

“That’s right, Miss Mary,’’ was the per- 
sistent rejoinder of Johnny. ‘‘’Most every 
lesson in our ’rithmetic starts off, ‘If a hen 
lays two eggs a day on an average’ !’’— 
Philadelphia Telegraph. 


=a YY |= es 


Made Him Hopeful—‘‘Yes, she rejected 
me, but she did it in a most encouraging 
Wway,”’ 

“How was that?’’ 

‘As I went away she pointed to the foot- 
Hints that I had made on the carpet and 
id, ‘The next time you come to propose 
me, I want you to wipe your shoes 

"Kansas City Star. 











Rotund—An elderly woman who was ex- 
tremely stout was endeavoring to enter a 
street car, when the conductor, noticing her 
difficulty, said to her, 

“Try sideways, madam; try sideways.’’ 

vy woman looked up breathlessly and 
said, 

“Why, bless ye, I ain’t got no sideways!” 
—Louisville Herald. 




















| Attractive Short Sea Trips 
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COLD DOMINION LINE 











for Summer Vacations 
NEW YORK TO _ 


OLD POINT COMFORT, ( a 


NORFOLK AND RICHMOND, VA. 
Special 4-Day, All Water Tour TT 
888 miles of all *] 9° Historic James - 


water travel 


=—— River Route ) 


Including all expenses afloat and ashore ' 
Every week day at 3 P. M. : 





ee 


























RK 


u from Pier 25, North River, New York. 


v4 Send for illustrated pamphlet No.36 ZF | 


‘\ J. J. BROWN, Gen’l Pass. Agt. 
W. L. WOODROW. Traf. Mgr. A 
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Washington’s Famous Hotel 


The RALEIGH 


Midway Between Capitol and White 
House 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 
European Plan 


E. L. WESTON, Manager 


Booklet and Full Information on Request. 





Situated in an Ideal Location in the Centre of Every- — 





east 4 mavens 


thing, on Pennsylvania Avenue 
Absolutely Fireproof. 500 Rooms, Nearly All with Bath 


Modern completely throughout, exquisitely furnished. It is just the 
hotel for you, your family, and where ladies can enjoy entire freedom 
from all objectionable features, and has beautiful roof garden. For 
years this hotel has been the headquarters for nearly all the foreign 
diplomats and government officials. 


The Restaurant of exceptional quality, at moderate rates. 


Rooms for one person, . . . $2.00 per day and up 
Rooms for two persons, . . . $3.00 per day and up 
Rooms with bath, one person, $2.50 per day and up 
Rooms with bath, two persons, $4.00 per day and up 
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Boston Garter 


CZ FIRST CHOICE 


o 
Men the World Over 
jor more. one | 


Thirty Years\~ 





Silk 50% 
Lisle 25¢ 











Borrowed Jokes 


Times Have Changed—‘‘When I asked 
my wife to marry me, she made me prom- 
ise not to use tobacco.”’ 

**And now?’’ 

**She’s annoyed because I don’t want her 
to smoke cigarettes.’’— Washington Siar. 


Always—/Johnny—Papa, what is a “‘phi- 
losopher’’? 

Pa—A man with a good liver, heart, 
stomach and bank account.—Chicago News. 


A Long Life—Sir Walter Scott, while 
traveling in Ireland, was one day accosted 
by a beggar. He felt in his pocket fora 
sixpence, but, finding that he had nothing 
smaller than a shilling with him, gave it to 
the woman with the words, 











9 Dog Collar Mfrs. & 3104 
Ladies’ Hairdressers in the U. S. 


Any list you want, in any section of the 
country, new, accurate, complete. And our 
charges are remarkably low. Ask for com- 
plete catalog of over 7000 classes of names, 
sent free upon request. Ask for it today! 


RessGeuld, 453 N. Oth Street, St. Louis. 
Ross-Gould 
Mailing 
RestS St.Louis 











SQUARE 


MANHATTAN nore: 


50 to 58 WEST 77th STREET, NEW YORK 


Refined Family and Transient Hotel 
300 Rooms, 225 With Bath and Shower 
Opposite world-renowned Museum Natural History, life 
of land and sea from all regions of the earth, facing Man- 
hattan Square Park. half block entrance to Central Park; 
best residential section, 
Coolest location in city, surrounded by parks, facing 
beautiful lawns of museum. 


CONVENIENT TO EVERYTHING 


Parlor, bedroom and bath, with shower for two per- 
some. «++. os € 4 6.5 © 260» & 5O per day 
Parior, two bedrooms and baths, shower, three or four = 
persons . eoeeeseee Oto $3.50 perday = 
Special Kates for one or more weeks to tourists. : 
Excellent restaurant; moderate prices. Music. 
Club breakfasts. 


H. Prohmann, Pres. Geo. W. O'Hare, Mgr. 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouses 
90 Beekman Street. New York and 32 Clinton Street. Newark, N. J 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


| 7 FOR 3 AGARS 





“MADE AT KEY WEST— 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 








**You must give me the change next time 
we meet.’’ 
| **I will, sorr,’’ replied the beggar; ‘‘and 
may yer honor live till ye get it.’’—Los 
Angeles Times. 





Hope in Sight—A young man who last 
June received his diploma had been looking 
around successively for a position, for em- 
ployment and for a job. Entering an office, 
he asked to see the manager, and while 
waiting he said to the office boy, 

‘*Do you suppose there is any opening 
here for a college graduate?’’ 

‘Well, dere will be,’’ was the reply, ‘‘if 
de boss don’t raise me salary to t’ree dol- 
lars a week by temorrer night.’’—Christian 
Register. 


Natural Mistake — Officer 666 — Well, 
what’s the trouble? 

Flatter—No trouble at all. 

Officer 666—Then what did you call me 
for? 

Flatter—I didn’t call you. 

Officer 666—I distinctly hear a police- 
man’s rattle. 

Flatter—You were mistaken, that’s all. 

Officer 666—Mistaken? 

Flatter—Yes. I was winding my dollar 
watch.— Youngstown Telegram. 
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~ SUBSCRIPTION 


RATES: 
One year, or 52 numbers - - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers : - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - 1.25 


Payable in advance by draft on New York, or by express 
or postal order. 
The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in 
both the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news stand, the pub- 
lishers will be under obligations if that fact be promptly re- 

ported on postal card or by letter. 
BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1914, 
| 10 cents; 1913, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and 
Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for post- 
age; toall foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Marquette Building, Chicago, Illinois 
NEW ENGLAND ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
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— 
A Good Place 
To Put 50¢ 


HESE two striking artists’ proofs will be 

sent you upon the receipt of 50c, 

with Judge’s Art Print Catalogue, con, 
taining 62 reproductions in miniature, the 
regular price of which is I0c. Either 5 
ture may be obtained separately for Se 
Mounted on a 9x12 board, and double 
mounted on a heavy white mat, hx 4 
Send the coupon. 
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“The First National Bank” 


Ad by that clever artist, James 
Naren bem which is especia ally suitable 25¢ 
or a ceeneee eee eee 

































“Steady Work” 


This picture, by Enoch Balles, in rich coloring, is 
one of the best effects which has ever appeared as 
a front coverfor Judge . . . . 1 we ee 


25¢ 
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At Last—Doctors Have Learned 


How to Fight Constipation 


ONSTIPATION—the indirect source of so much sickness 


and unhappiness—is the latest conquest of medical science. 


Doctors have found a common-sense remedy in Nujol, a pure refined min- 
eral oil. 

Cathartics and laxatives give only temporary relief. Besides, they weaken 
the system and are dangerously habit-forming. In many cases they end by 
aggravating the very condition which they are meant to cure. 


Mineral oil has none of these objections. Mineral oil is not a drug, but a 
mechanical lubricant. By facilitating the evacuation of the intestinal con- 
tents, it restores the normal activity of the bowels and gives you permanent 
relief from a condition which is a constant danger to your health. The Jonger 
it 1s used, the less tt 1s necessary. 

Nujol is a pure refined white mineral oil, equal in every respect to the Russian oil now cut off by 


the war, and adapted for the treatment of practically all phases of chronic constipation. Nujol is 
absolutely odorless and tasteless. It may be taken in any quantity without harm. 


Write for “The Rational Treatment of Constipation’’"—an informative treatise on constipation and 
the mineral oil treatment. Ask for Nujol at your druggist’s, or send 75c. for trial pint bottle. 
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Money, lust of power, 
jealousy and hate— 


It was to such agencies as these, and her 
beauty and wonderful charm, that Jeanne 
Vaubernier, a child of the provinces, and later 
a leader in the gay life of Paris, owed her ele- 
vation to the position of ‘‘Left-Hand Queen 
of France.’’ Read her own story of how the 
one-time peasant girl schemed and won her 
way to the heart of the King of France---how 
she swayed the mind of the weak Louis XV 
and became the real ruler of France---as she 
tells it in 


A 


PERMIT ME, MADAME LA COMTESSE 


The Memoirs and Secret Chronicles of th 


Courts of Europe 


But this is only one of hundreds of narratives—equally as dramatic—equally as 
interesting—contained in the eleven sumptuous volumes that make up this set, a 
limited number of which war conditions in the trade have made it possible for us to 
secure at our own figure and offer to readers of Judge at 


An Extraordinary Bargain Price 


Our former offer is now supplemented by this, on easier terms, as we have bought up the only 
remaining stock of this work in existence—less than 400 sets—BUT we can offer readers of Judge 
JUST THIS ONE OPPORTUNITY to secure these wonderful books AT THIS PRICE AND 
ON EASY TERMS. Discriminating book-buyers are not going tc let these sets remain long on 
our shelves at this price and these terms, for bear in mind 


These ARE NOT the Ordinary Subscription Books You Are Familiar With 


THE PUBLISHER'S price of these eleven volumes THE TYPE—specially cast for edition—is bold and 
was 00, and they are sterling examples of the easy toread. j : 
bn Dealer in bookmaking. THE BINDING is a silk-finished buckram, with 


‘ : Japan Vellum title. The size of the volumes is 6'4 
THE ILLUSTRATIONS are in photogravure on inches wide by 9)¢ inches high. 
Imperial Japan Vellum. 


The set contains 
4,546 pages. 
These Eleven Volumes Sparkle With Life— 


A life that transcends the imagination of a workaday world—the extravagant, luxurious life 
of courts, the life of camps amid all the pomp and circumstance of war—even the gay life of the 
Parc-Aux-Serfs—all told in stories as comic, tragic, mean, strange as any ever told in the pages 
of fiction—stories tingling with the electric currents of unbridled passions, stories of men and 
women whose names are written large in the pages of history, and that show as no others do 


Fhe HIDDEN CAUSES of Great Historical Events 


For in these volumes kings, queens, courtiers and favorites—with no thought of publication— 
set forth the secrets of their lives, and show the hidden causes found behind almost every event 
of historical importance—the hidden agents that made up the “invisible government.” 

A PETTICOAT DYNASTY—We watch this “in- the enamored Louis by a thousand playful capers and 
visible government” making history at the court of impudent tricks. We see in these memoirs the hid- 
Louis XV. in the person of La Du Barry. We see her den court life of old France, and the secret causes of 
presiding over little suppers in the king's private her swift descent to the bloody grave of the 








Titles of These Eleven Sumptuow 
Volumes and a Partial List ¢ 
Historical Characters 


Vol. I.— Memoirs and Confessions of Comtess } 
Barry, With Intimate Details of Her Entire Caw 
as Favorite of Louis XV. 


Jean Jacques Rousseau—Voltaire — Maréchal De Richeliewty 
Peter of Russia—Duc De Choiseul—The Rohans. 
Vols. Il, Ill, 1V.—Memoirs of the Court of Louis 
and the Regency. 
By the DUC DE SAINT SIMON 
Cardinal Richelieu—Madame De Maintenon—Ninon De Lia 
La Valliere—Madame De Montespan—Abbe Fénelon. 
Vol. V.—Secret Memoirs of the Royal Family of Fraa 
By PRINCESS LAMBALLE 
Friend and Confidant of Queen Marie Antoinette 
Maria Theresa — La Fayette — Robespierre — Madame Campr- 
Necker—Pope Pius VI. 
Vols. VI, VII, VIII.—_Memoirs of Napoleon, as Solé« 
Emperor, Husband. 
By MADAME JUNOT 
Empress Josephine — Fouché—Marshal Murat—Talleyrand—Qeq 
Hortense—Emperor Alexander. 
Vol. IX.—Secret Memoirs of the Court of Berlin. 
By COMTE DE MIRABEAU 
Frederick the Great—Empress Catherine II.—The Duke of 
wick—Mademoiselle Voss—Goertz—Prince Potemkin. 


Vols. X, XI.—Memoirs of the Courts of Charles! 
Charles II, and the Protectorate. 





apartments, or in Councils of State, perched on the Revolution along a pathway strewn with 
arm of the monarch’'s chair, distracting the mind of bandboxes and rouge-pots. 


Stripped of Their Gilt and Tinsel 
these representatives of Earth’s power and grandeur stand revealed in these wonderful 
pages as flesh and blood men and women, as they tell of their cherished ambitions and secret 


loves and hates. 





Just Pin 


+400 


to Coupon 


The Diary of JOHN EVELYN 


Oliver Cromwell—Nell Gwynn—Duchess of Port 
—Duke of Marlborough—Colonel Blood—Prince 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. i 
449 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 

Enclosed is $1.00, fire payment on the 14-volume we 

“The Memoirs and Secret Chronicles” to be shipped, aay 








But to get all this wonderful lore of a life so full of strong contrasts—heights of 
heroism and depths of folly—so rich in all the elements of romance 


You Must Be Prompt—Send Coupon To-day 
Remember there are over 500,000 Readers of Judge and less than 400 of 
these Sets (the only sets of this edition in existence) and that the Price is 
less than one-quarter of the Publisher’s price, and easy terms of payment 
—and money back if not satisfied. 


IT agree to remit #1.00 a month for heelre moa 


prepaid. 
| following receipt of books, or to return them at once if not satiate 
| you to refund my $7.00. 





